
voices 


s y 


hd&nagjng f^drtor 
flavor Resign 


■3 3r ah Jayne ^3mitH 


n 


oundcr 

Layout Design 


/Vinette Marie Cjavigan 


O r i gy ns >63 publication for the voices of feminists— undergraduates,, graduate students, alumnae, fac- 
ulty, and professors emeriti, originally published in commemoration of ’] _ hirty Years of WO m en at j_ e - 
high Llnpversity (l 97 1 *200 0* origyns now appears annually. 

it *5 a collection of essays, poetry, and short stories, some of which were written specifically for this publi- 
cation; others were written for class or for personal expression, and some were written long ago. 


o H gy n s is funded by the Women' s Renter and the Humanities (Renter, many thanks to Kristen Han- 
dler and Cjordon f^earn. 


d”he opinions expressed in this publication do not necessarily reflect the views of Lehigh (jniversity but 
do closely reflect the views of the editor. 


all submissions may be directed to the Lehigh University W omen's ( Renter or to the editor. 


note from the editor: all statements that appear in (takes to dezenbe the author are written by the author 


copyright © 200 > by o r i gy n s 


dedication from the editor 


for all the 
amazing teachers 
who are found in 
unexpected 
place* 

and who ensure 
that 


laughter 

precedes 

learning 
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K.LNDKA 5LOOM 

+i 

a little line drawn in a mound of many grains 

.imong a few are all who see 

a little line drawn between me and them 

a little line drawn 

of barriers and windows 

blackened lenses just too dark 

a little line drawn 

i can see but should not seek 

my line a shape a circle through 

a world around my ankles 

a little line drawn 

from its heavy mark a glass encasing grew 

clarity for me 

how ^uiet i must be 

for you so separate from the you that i can 
see 

a little line was drawn 


Z't 

A n old man was afraid to die 

he walked the same road 

but be wouldn't let himself cry 

as the train pulled in he thought 

wouldn't it be nice 

if the shadow in the corner seat 

would rise 

he said isn't it amusing 

how the old make room 

but the youth sees through 

the fog and the pictures they drew 

as they stepped off he began to fall 

and a little boy looked down at the tracks 

and said 

look mother Lsok the old man's down 

shouldn't we help, maybe offer a hand 

tbe mother squeezed the boy and replied 

with a frown it's not your problem son 

look straight ahead we haven't got time 

isn't it amusing how nicely 

the blinders fit and show a green light 

down the road to a fatal futile fight 

and as the station grew ^uiet 

the old man rested on his bench 

black and white names lay u nder his head 

as he closed his eyes 

he sang quietly in his bed 

be hummed isn't it amusing 

how they are forced to foiget all the pain 

left behind by the undeniable regret 

of the people on the street 

and behind the windows 

giving change and lead pillows to 

those with nowhere to go and nowhere tO 

sleep 

iant that amusing 

be said 

isnt that nice? 
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the pressure in the ha sc 
of my. 

the rhythmic knock ing of the. 
the throbbing of fumes from the. 
the blaring silent call ingof the, 

ONslDE. MEL* too close to me) 
why can't you hear it? 
it is not yours 
i am not yours 
it 

was not yours 

the fault is y ours 

the tearing, trembling, splitting sore you left 

in a house you were never invited into 

the pressure in the base of my, 

the rhythmic knock ing of the, 

the throbbing fumes from t h e. 

the blaring silent call ing of the. 

i did not make this mess f i did not ask nor did i beg for this mess 
how dare you enter, destroy and steal from a 
house that was not yours 

does it end with the act? your destruction final 

does it end with the neighbors? turn their heads in denial 

"lock your door" 

advised hide my key 

make it safe for those who will never see 

the pressure the knocking the fumes and the calling 

that i work to not let become me 


i'll fight 
] fight. 

please figfrt 


/Cendra H j class standing is sophomore., 
just no fo nger at j_ehigh. tfer major is 
women's studies and pre-mod ^he wants 
this following message to reach all of the 
readers., 

/submitted this piece because / was raped 
in high school in a date rapes' party type 
situation, Jfie culture at [_ efigh can he dan- 
gerous and harmful to the women who inhabit 
it and /hope, with all my heart, that other 
women who arc stiff atfc high will have the 
tenacity and the strength to stand up to it t as 
well as to protect and/brlove those already 
affected by it / am not saying that [_e high is 
at fault for rape . . but many women are as- 
saulted here, and it*s not acceptable, ft '_■> less 
acceptable that wo don't talk about it. / 

wrote about it /don't believe my poem will 
somehow save womankind, however, / do be- 
lieve that if we never try anything things Will 
never improve. thanks for reading my 
thoughts, and being a woman (if you are one) 
and if you aren't- thanks for loving women for 
their power and spirit 


KYM MURPHY 


Kym is a 
sophomore 
English major 
and poetical 
science minor 
from Lang- 
home, PA- 
She is vice - 
president of 

FORWARD 

(For the Or- 
ganization and 
Recognition of 

Women's Ad- 
vancement, 
Rights and 
Development), 
histonan of the 
honorary band 
fraternity 
Kappa Kappa 
Psi, and a staff 
member of the 
Lehigh Review. 
A^er college, 
she hopes to 
enter a career 
in publishing. 


W«H You Listen? 

,5lowly I begin to speak, 
trembling with each sound, 
hoping you will listen to the 
soft, fairy-tale dreams from the 
secret garden of my soul. 

|’m letting you into my world. 

I~he golden key is yours alone. 

So anxious to share my wishes with you, 
my buttercup hopes and sunflower fancies. 

E>ut the dandelion will have its way. 

My words are spolten in vain and 

the dark rain falls from my eyes 
my heart is overgrown with thorns, leaving 
me breathless 

and black and blue with 
your ignorance 
sticks and stones 

hit me at once 

... i’m left alone and unheard 


leaves fall 

hopes fall 

.fall 

the garden is dead 

bleak winter is here 

and the ice princess may bu 

her castle 

but i can't hide forever from the sunlight 

ice melts 

and flowersgrow again. 

sticks may be gathered and burned, and thorns 
may be cut down. 

|f | shout into the wind, perhaps my words will 
not be so silent 

"The fresh spring breeze can carry them further 
than before 

And maybe, just maybe, there is someone who 
is willing to hear 

What this fairy-tale princess is dreaming about 
in the shade of her secret garden... 
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PATRICIA UNGLL 

C ancer D neaT > 1 : T ake Z 

Sy u amoti s glo pa 
stamped in cloned mitosis 
hop scot ch the chess board 
of my womb. 

AH latitudes compromised, 
they sidle longitudinal margins 
with the lascivious, symbiont charm 
of vampires, 

swe et -ta Iki ng y ou ng o verworke d , 

rebellious, but deep down romantic, 

lymph nodes 

to invite them in, 

naive, curious- hot doyotes: 

clueless to the brick wall behind the curtain,,, 

fJo-hoU ft! f~javcn r t we seen enough of this pathetic stereotype^impressionabh young females irresisti- 

bly Jr awn to certain annihilation ? j mean, why Jo we Jo this? M/e, realism, sure— but Jo n't we as artists have a 
responsibility to change that? f~o—to give a new generation a shot a t gro wing up uncncumbcnsJ by our seJf- 
Jestructive neuroses? 

P_nter the negotiators? 

Release the nodes! 

"]”hrow out your guns 
and leave the womb 
with your hands up. 

The glo ps answer: 

We don't need the nodes, 
but we "re keeping our guns, 
and the womb goes with us 
You'll never take us alive. 

A bang-up, cut-down, kick-out gun battle ensues. The smoke clears, and the entire surface of my belly is lit in 
the kaleidoscopic butterfly wonder of a P rurtopra commercial, 

pated to mother no one, 

| emerge as a mother to all. 


PATRICIA E.NGLE. 


Lost 5°^ 

X wo went in and one came out 
and being of sou nd legs and feet, 
two in number 

wi th limited means, so imagination unbounded, 
Lucinda made a chauvinist professor puppet 
whtb impossible eyebrows and logic 
making her front porch a favorite stop 
for the latchkey girls of Liberty Street. 

f wo went in and one came out 
and being a lover of life, Marita knew, upon waking 
an 0i 3 mpic archer she'd now become, 
a truer eye & aim never before seen 
and freed of that breast 
and the ^arbie-bust test, 
she’d finally know for sure 
how much, much more was she 
than the “nice set” that had always entered the 
room before her. 


T wo went in and one came, out 

and being a woman, Amanda PIL> he sitate 

to leave in a lurch 

what bad started in a church 

hut ended, so often 

in the emergency room. 

And starting over was tough, 

but she studied hard enough 

c til the bruises and bitterness gave way 

to forgiveness, a doctorate, a practice, a shelter^ 

b^ck at the laundromat, 

Stanley watches her interviewed on (Channel I 5 

^LJometown J - |croes 

(j^dgingly stuffing his paired socks, he growls: 

“I’m exactly the same as when we met: 

|t was her that changed, not me... 11 

1 he little Asran woman folding diapers next to hi 

pats his hand sympathetically. 


/at jungle is a teaching fellow in the English [department's 
doctoral program and a former editor of J~he Writers (daf 
!erif t published by the non-profit /^rtsbridge Organization in 
j_3mhertsfille t Maw Jersey. 


RACHEL WALK.HR 


Ending M ij Relations 

rt Rachey, tjou arc s o smart | am glad you arc pi city 
when it cornea to boys. jjear, you don’t want to get stuck 
with one of those boys who gets fresh with you. Yes, 
dear you will do just fine; you’re gorgeous and smart. | 
bet you’ll marry a nice Jewish doctor someday." 

And all | can think is, how blind is she? IS|ana 
thinks | am perfect, but it’s obvious |’m far from 
perfection if ) don’t even have a date to Homecom- 
ing! J”he restaurant becomes stuff y and | look 
down at my unusual Mediterranean pizza, my face 
gets hot, my pantyhose itch. My family surrounds 
me like a mob of gossip- hungry paparazzi and | can 
barely breather. My insecurities take over and | 
cover up with the expected comment about how | 
know she is right and that | do not mind waiting. 
Complete bullshit. | couldn’t be further away from 
the truth if 1 said, “Actually Nana, [ don’t like boys 
anymore. |n fact, | th ink | want to die a virgin.” 

That night | sit at Starbucks thinking about 
the conversation. | know | should have taken it as a 
compliment. |ts great that my family thinks J’m 
beautiful, but somehow it’s no consolation; all the 
guys | like aren’t in agreement with my nana. 

My thoughts drift to Jordan, my latest guy 
interest. cute butt injeans, the way his smile 
gives me butterflies, how he knows all the words to 
my favorite songs. A R d then | remember his age, 
twenty-one. Not that the whole “age thing” has 
stopped me before; however, this time | see that 
such a difference isn’t exactly healthy considenng 


hip W'th Marlboro 

the great discrepancies in our life experi- 
ences. Now why does that not stop me from 
liking him? | should see that he is not recip- 
rocating my crush and move on; but some- 
thing blinds me from the blatant truth. 

AH of a sudden it dawns on me. 
source of my countless boy problems. -My 
father! My desire for the unattainable 
olderguy comes from his lack of involvement 
in my life , never having the fatherly figure 
there to encourage and nurture me. 

My father used to be in my life. (Jntil | 
was almost three, we lived together, as a 
family. My parents then divorced. | began 
seeing him every other weekend, religiously, 
for twelve years. ~H>cri | became a teenager 
and concerts, football games, and dates to 
the movies conflicted with the weekend vis- 
its. Soon, our rime together was limited to 
once a month. After awhile, our visits devel- 
oped into a rare (jiants baseball game. 
Eventually, he stopped calling. |t occurs to 
me that | have seen my fatherjust twice in 
the past year. 

A cold tear slowly rolls down my check. 

|n an attempt to mask my self-pitying 
feelings, | light a cigarette, a security blanket 
that | have become dependent on. A* I look 
out to the empty parking lot, | realize that 
whenever | become depressed, my dejection 
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RACM ELL WALKUR 


morphs into anger towards him. M^ father be- 
comes my tears of frustration. T rustration that | 
cannot be like everyone else. T mstration that | 
am me, and no matter bow bard | try, nothing will 
ever change the way ) feel. | will always be a little 
louder and rougher than mostgids; ) will always 
be sensitive to what others think of me. 

| repeatedly try to prove how my father had 
ruined my life, how | canjustify blaming him for 
everything. E>ut, as | look closer, they always 
come back to me. Attributing all the problems 
of my teenage life on one man is a complete es- 
cape. The alternative, regrettably is facing 
those feelings. Yes, this is as scary as applying 
to colleges but everyone is forced to do terrify- 
ing things. Yearn to become it. We dream about 
it. We pray for it. |t. We smoke cigarettes, bit- 
ter that we are not it. Society flaunts images of 
perfection everywhere. Never do we question 
what is wrong with us to begin with, how we al- 
ready have the power to control our self- 
improvement. Perfection is intangible, but life is 
real. |t has its ups, downs, moments when you 
want to puke, feel dizzy, want to cry, orjust want 
to scream at the top of your lungs, “M ELLP-” 
Nothing will change that, but every day we can 
change how we react to life. \_eaming max '“ 
mize every experience and further my develop- 
ment will lead me to attaining my ultimate goals in 
life: fulfillment and happiness. |n the days to 
come, my visits to Starbucks dwindle. | will 
start taking my family’s compliments to heart, 


after all, they know me better than artijguij. My 
new security blanket will be my friends and family; 
M^dborough can find anothersucker. 

Eventually my head stops spinning. ] stop 
crying and wipe away my last tear. My head has 
cleared and for the first time in a long while, J feel 
truly happy. | don’t know what’s going to happen 
next or how hard my future will be, but | always 
have the choice to be me, the choice to make the 
most of situations. | will never be perfect in soci- 
ety’s eyes and that is all right; the only satisfaction 
| need comes from being true to my unique self. 


Rachel Walker, from l_os /\ltos, CZ/\ 3 fresh- 
man (2006), and a double major/degree in Marketing 
and (graphic [Resign. 
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Manipulating Picasso 


Maniptilating Picasso 
is east), 

especially when you are a 
beautiful, 
decades younger, 
woman named 

Jacqueline. 

A* the same time, 
other connections become 
severed, 
the ties that once bound this renowned 
artist to his wife. 

Pier seductive form once captivated him. 
As Jacqueline's does now. 

Stealing beauty 
begins with an 
innocent gesture. 

An artist requiring a model for bis studio. 

(Rapturing the essence 
of this transformation 
requires finding the right vehicle 
to express ensuing chaos. 

Innocent enough, 
unless her fine, 
p rench countenance 
|s distracting enough 
"That sanction are 

b 

r 

o 

Hot wax resembles we pain 
when it dries. 

L he a new mistress, 
at the onset of an affair, 
fiery, yet malleable. 

After the newness has cooled off, 

T amiliarity sets in. 

It 

c 

n 

Paintings that once contained a tonal 
structure now 

VIBRATE. 

with color. 

"The pliancy of naivetd 
evolves 

into the harsh reality 
of hardness 

of the heart. 

Lines that did not connect, 
now align to realize form. 

Uers, especially. 
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Mesh on ( T~he Way of the Cjun) 


Melp yourself, 

to a made fresh daily selection 

of a nicIceUin-sIot exile, 

where an abundance of tasty dishes 

awaits you beyond the glass hatches. 

W inc 

colored lips. 


honey 
blonde hair. 


Almond 
shaped eyes. 


^Strawberries and cream 
complexion. 


P raying fora miracle 
is difficult, 

because one cannot concentrate 
when staring down 
the barrel of a gun. 

Whoever came up with the phrase, 
“Your life flashes before your eyes,” 
was lying. 

My mind was mostly blanlc. 

When | was able to form a coherent thought, 
in that split second between anger and regret, 
it was about 
metal on flesh. 

Plesh on metal. 

My fle$h. 

Mis metal. 

Yin and yang converging. 
(Jnattractrve opposites. 


(Just) a press of the button 
and a twist of the lenob, 
secures the release of 
working women 
nursing bottomless cups 
of a soured existence. 


IO 


JULIAN MARI EL M ARQU ART 


Jillian hAarcjuart 

is a senior. 
f~his was 
her final 

f^r&m Me 

appeari ng in the 

Brown and White 
in the 

Tati of XQOZ. 


Leaving mt^ (Corner 

(j'ds do cry rape. ]f you want proof, read Static 
Koiphe’s “The rung A^er: F ear and 

P" eminism,” tut don't look to this column for statistics 
and hypothetical danfications. 

With three reported accounts of accused sexual 
assaults on campus, there has been a lot of uproar 
among men and women. |*ve heard women and men 
concerned and disgusted with the alleged events 3 and 
I’ve heard women and men twist the story into a distorted 
shadow of the original. | he problem with rape is that men 
and women do not necessarily know w ho to help and who 
to hurt. This stems from just about every outside factor 
that our opinion filters through, whether that he our 
education of rape or past experiences, our friends, our class. 
Our race, ourgendcr or our level of compassion. The way 
a person deals w ,th rape, either as the victim or as the 
acquaintance of the victim, depends on the ah ove factors. 

Here's my point, rape is not a clear-cut and 
well-defined issue— especially for the victim. | should know. 

Before | tell my story, | want to add a disetarmerof my 
reasons for doing so, | have found it very difficult to wnte 
my columns this semester, | just haven't been able to wrap 
myself around an issue enough to strike at it with words in a 
column. That is because this is the only column | have wanted 
to write all semester, ,5o although there have been one's before 
it, | consider this my firat and my last p rom the Corner. | have 
had a good run and | have gained praise and pen pals through 
my words. til's is the final time, and the ultimate time, to 


open myself up to you in hopes that you will relate and 
connect with me. 

| lay down this story with a heavy and prideful heart in 
order to clear up any rumors that have waxed and 
waned in the social scene of this campus. | put to sleep 
this story so that ) can shed light on the darkness that 
other gids have felt. 

The problem is that more people know about my situa- 
tion than ) thought. A* first ] thought | was just para- 
noid. | would go to the bar or walk around campus and 
feel the eyes of people on me. ) couldn’t find a visible 
scadet letter on me but nonetheless it was branded to 
me through rumors and accusations. Then one night, 
while | was out, a stranger passed me and called me a 
name, a name | won't give life to in pnnt or speech. 
That's when | knew | wasn’t paranoid. 

I’ll start from the beginning, the begmningof what 
turned into a new life. |t seems like a lifetime ago. | had 
gone on a few dates with this guy, a few being three. 
On the first date we had a great time; we didn't even 
kiss good-night. O n the second date we had an awe- 
some time; we kissed each other good-night. | thought 
he was such a gentleman, but on the third date he 
showed his true colors. We had been to the bar and 
went back to his room where our mutual friends were 
supposed to be. M e started kissing me and then threw 
me down on the couch. 

That seemed wrong, but | kept thinking that 
he had been such a nice guy. We were kissing and soon 
he had my leg against the couch and my other leg to the 
side. Me was on top of me and | couldn’t move. ..not 
enough. | said No, Not like this, No. Mejust looked at 
me mockingly and said, No? After pushing and 


repeating myself | got him off of me and went home. | didn’t 
honestly think about the incident until a month later. J be- 
came really good, really quickly at making myself believe 
that it didn’t happen. ) continued to say great things about 
him and talk to him over e-mail. | did everything | could to 
make myself believe that it didn’t happen. | did a really 
good job. Rape had always been my worst nightmare, a 
nightmare that | survived. |t took a forced push to rock bot- 
tom and having my privacy invaded to finally realize all that | 
had done to cover up and deal with what had happened. 

I’ve gained a lot of friends and lost a few on the way to be- 
coming a woman, no longera victim, steppingout of being a 
survivor, wnting this column for you all. Thank you for 
rcaAin^ my last column, now |’m ready to walk away from 
the comer. 


tropes and dreams and the possibility of it aH 

/ have been blessed with people who have shown me to always 
remember this My mother, father and sister have been through 
hell and back with me, have picked up the pieces and loved me still 
F)ack at school without them / fe ft alone and lost. J~hank fully my 
path crossed with those of the F>rams- Millers, Johanna, Jess 
djarah and Freddie, who unquestionably welcomed me into their 
homes and hearts, giving mejust as much as my own family, ft does- 
n 't take such dark bmes for me to appreciate any of you, but it 
does take such dark times for me to realize how kicky / am to have 
you. You keep the smile on my face and the love in my heart. 
T~hank you. 


S.L5AVARO 


.an hysterical moment - an activist becomes* 


it’s Saturday afternoon, |'ve had a lot of 
coffee* there's no one in the house but me,' and 
| just finished reading Jlmc magazine, this is a 
dangerous mix. and you are about to find out 

wll 3- 

Oxous made me get in a I ight the other 
night, it was Thursday and, as occurs every 
week, myself few real, certified graduated stu- 
dents and 1 convene at the bar to talk shop with 
out the shops peak we have to use throughout 
the rest of the week, there was an unusual 
amount of people occupying chairs this evening 
and* as a result, i was left to stand ~ happily, 
mind you, for i had just gotten out of work at 
the theaterwhere i did much sitting because 
only two people came to the show, aftera beer 
or two, my legs formed a coup, and i proceeded 
to sit my weary ass down on a wooden chest 
adjacent to the table where various conversa- 
tions were playing out the chest was at a 
height higher than that of the chairs, this is 
important for two neason&i { I ) it put me at an 
elevation which was the equivalent of actually 
sitting on the table and (z) as a result of my 
lack along the vertical axis, i was forced to lift 
my legs up to where my bottom rested, the re- 
sulting sitting position being that of indian- 
style, my favorite way to sit. and also danger- 

can't remember how the heated conver- 


sation began, but i can tell you that the way my body 
was positioned — as if i was sitting on a soap box in 
front of the crowd, which consisted of three feminist 
men - certainly added to my fire, as i said, i am not 
quite sure how things began but, as one (jjertrude 

*» a 'd in so many words, things are always be- 
ginning and always beginning again from were they 
begin, come to think of it, it began with a discussion 
of that new movie [he f^yla/r fyYitch f*fxyect and 
then it began with me saying that i liked it but i could 
not say why. and then it began again with me feeling 
like shit because | could not articulate why, only to 
begin again with me being pissed off that i was feel- 
ing guilty that i could not put into succinct words and 
arguments my feel of the movie. 

and then it really began, but before the rest i 
need to get more coffee. 

O.k. were talking a bout the “ideological 

problems'’ with the film, which is all anyone talks 
about, problems and unfair representations and the 
tike, and i have begun to get sick of it, because all 
we do as thinkers trained in the academy within this 
historical moment is act hysterical, so i will call it the 
hystonical moment, for us, analyzingand critical 
thinking equals undercutting or pointing out the 
faults of the particular artwork under the microscope 
at a particular point in time, which, in of it self, does 
injustice to the empowered bodily hysteria | so get 
off on. but we go around, reading movies and texts 


Ous. 


5LBAVARO 


and we have a fuckmg chip on our shoulder; we 
say “come on ? try and represent X > n 3 successful 
and positive manner because you can't, iam 
ready for your misogyny, and i know how to find it, 
and i am going to throw it right hack in your face!" 
this is important to do, but it's all we do. point it 
out and assign blame, and assert that there is no 
way out of ideology and blah blah blah. 

E do not T however, want to assert that identi- 
fying the places where misogyny and other cul- 
tural diseases fester and pointing this out to oth- 
ers is not important work, i do think, however, that 
this is only half of the work that needs to be done, 
i am sick of Just illuminating these cultural ills for 
those who, for what ever reasons, can not see it. 
and i am sick of the fact that i feel like all i do is 
point out example after example of the same god- 
damn things, every time i have a discussion about 
such things there is one point which is rested oni 
the world is misogynist, insert any other -ist into 
that spot and you can sum up most theoretical 
discourses, essentially, i am getting bored, what 
% am interested in doing is finding a way that those 
of us who are hyperaware of and hypereffectcd 
by the shit that is wrong with this culture can sur- 
vive, we need to move on from this point with 
what we know and, simultaneously continue to 
delve deep into areas which gave us the knowl- 
edge to begin again in the first place, we need to 
start thinking, “given that we know that the wodd 
(in general, of the text, etc) is a misogynist place 
(and to me it is a given because no one seems to 
argue that it does not exist, even if it is not a 
given; let's pretend) and^rantfn^ that we are 


not privy/ to a// of the ways and areas that misog- 
yny seeps into our lives, what can we do from 
here? what can we leam from what we have 
learned? how can we find some hope for moving 
out of a misogynist existence? how we can cure 
this disease is what we need to start focusing on, 
rather than just attacking the symptoms of it. and 
of course identifying the symptoms is still impor- 
tant because without realizing the symptoms one 
usually can not realize there is a disease; a disease 
without symptoms is relatively benign. 

and this brings me back to the beginning, and 
an example, early on in J~he fyiair ]Afitch project 
there is a shot of the female “director” of the 
documentary that they are making, she is framed 
perfectly by the view from the camera and, i forget 
the actual context, she is sort of dancing, suffice 
it to say that her body is on display, and so my 
feminist bells and whistles go off, and i am thinking 
all sorts of stuff about the male gaze and objectifi- 
cation of women, and a Rims obsession with gratui- 
tous shots of women to be gazed at but, sud- 
denly, i think about something that i have thought 
for a long time but never had the courage to ad- 
mit - what is wrong with showing a woman's body? 
what is wrong with a woman wanting to show her 
body? more broadly, what is wrong with bodies, 
male or female? 

now, i know that the devils advocate could 
say that the problem lies in the ways that woman's 
bodies are represented, and that the problem lies 
in dirty cultural work that is done by the way 
woman's bodies are on display, and while i agree 
to this, maybe, and other things that could be 
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said, i feci lilce this is all just backlash, the way 
that we are trying to over come the obsession that 
culture has with woman’s bodies is by drawing 
attention to woman’s bodies through analysis, 
and so now we know that it is ‘true’ that women are 
containable through representation, so before 
culture was focusing on the wrong things and i 
didn’t know about it and now i am acutely aware 
that culture is focusing on the wrong things con- 
cerning me as a woman, big fucking deal; i don’t 
feel empowered, although this was/is a necessary 
step, what i am saying is that the way that we have 
been combating cultures focus on woman’s bodies 
is obsessing about the cultures obsession con- 
cerning woman’s bodies, something is weird in 
that, and maybe the problem is less in the way 
that woman's bodies are represented and more in 
the way that we have come to read the ways that 
woman’s bodies are represented, or something. 

which brings me back to the beginning, peo- 
ple, including myself, say that culture misrepre- 
sents woman’s bodies, woman’s existence, 
woman’s reactions, and woman’s lives, and i am 
starting to think that this misses the point, to say 
that something is misrepresented is to imply that 
whatever is being represented is an entity that is 
seen by and is being incorrectly represented by 
the representer, in other words, in order to say 
that women's bodies are misrepresented, on must 
believe that the culture doing the representing is 
seeing something and then projecting a misrepre- 
sentation of the something that actually exists, 
but, it is my contention that woman’s bodies do 
not exist in this culture, and no wonder why we 


we can find so many examples of misrepresentation — 
because all of the ways that culture has for represent- 
ing can not possibly even come close to seeing what it 
is trying to represent. 

so my idea is to work backwards, because i know 
what someone out there wants to say to me right now; 
someone wants to make me realize that i am asserting 
that there is something that exists behind our repre- 
sentation of it. and that person either wants me to re- 
alize (0 that is it common knowledge that this is not so, 
and that all there is representation, and/or (z) even if 
there is an essential thing behind there which is the 
basis and comes to be misrepresented, we can never 
get to it because all we can see as humans is represen- 
tations (because we think through language, among 
other representations), and the person who is saying 
this to me the most strongly is myself. 

there are two things, to say that we “know” that 
there is an essential quality which either (a) does not 
exist or (b) exists but can never been seen/recovered/ 
represented with a theoretical discourse which seems 
to claim that we can’t really know anything is a severe 
contradiction, doesn’t it strike anyone odd that dis- 
course which is founded on the principle of the impos- 
sibility of an adequate epistemology with which to navi- 
gate through the world is the same discourse which 
claims that it knows that you can not really know any- 
thing or, even takes the point a step farther and says 
that it knows, it 1 knows , "that there is nothing out there 
behind to know and treats as factlhat the only thing 
that we can know is representations of an implied 
something which it asserts that does not exist a prion 
to the action of (mis)representation. 
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SO my idea is to wort backwards, if it is a given 
that some thing is as we see it ; in other words , we are 
not currently representing woman's bodies because 
Roman's bodies" do not exist independently of how 
we have constructed them, if it is a given that all we 
have to work with is representations then why don't 
we use “knowirg” this fact to construct a better repre- 
sentation of woman and one that does not “fix" the 
bad representations but one that tries to capture 
what has been left out. or one which is a new (as new 
as somethingcan be) way of representing (perhaps a 
“new" language?), rather than seeing representations 
of woman day in and day out and saying, “nope, that's 
not right, not that either, no, this one is wrong too,” 
why don't we find a way to construct woman's bodies 
better because it seems the way that we decide if 
something is a p os Stive/* hones t/"true" representation 
of women is by showing how it is not misogynist, in 
other words, our "definition' 1 of fern inis [/progressive/ 
positive is non-phallocentrKV^ non-mainstream, non- 
c o nve nti ona barton- m Esoey n is t. be ca u se wo ma n a re 
just that which is non-male, right? ifs the same fucking 
thing, so a text is feminist because it is non- 
mi sogy n is t. the n we a re s ti II dc f i nt ng wo me n/ 
f e m i nis m w ith res pec t to p ha I loce ntris m, thus an d 
still, women is wo- men, feminism is just fe-merMstn 
and progressive and positive representations 
are such because they are non-misogynist, isn’t 
this the crap we were trying to get away from? 

back to the beginningwhene ( Jxousgot me into 
a fight, i think she was on to something, and it was 
abandoned because in the time in w hich she was writ- 
ing it, in that hysterical moment, what she was saying 
could on/tj he looked at a s essentialist. but i think we 


need to start again with essentialism, as politically 
dangerous as this may be. essentialism was bad in 
the past partly because the essentialism concerning 
women was a male essentialism. would it be danger- 
ous if we could find something that was both true 
and essentialist? if we were to find something that 
was truly and only of women and something that 
was truly and only of men? regardless, i think that 
there is enough in her words (rather than how peo- 
ple have represe nted her words) which shows that 
she was not being essentialist and that she was not 
asserting that women writing with and from her 
body was a solution to the “woman question." and 
even if she did believe that this was the answer, 1 
don't think that we need to see it as such, perhaps 
it is a way which will bring us closer to what ever the 
fuck we are looking for. how about i cum on the 
page fora while over a series of wnfcings and then 
we can analyze what cultural work it does? maybe 
then we will be forced to try and find a theoretical 
discourse which can take a look at things which, 
through the lens that we have now and we seem to 
be resting on, can not possibly comprehend, maybe 
the problem is that we are all so theoretically 
minded that we anticipate the problems of new 
ideas before we actually put these ideas into ac- 
tion. rather than allowing ideas to become a verb, 
to exist, to grow, we cut them off even before they 
are given the chance to germinate, assuming to 
know the problems before they even exist, and with 
CiwuA, we cut off her theories even before they 
were put into action; it is the action that is impor- 
tant. theory has become an art form and an art 
form which prevents any other art form which it can 
not explain, can not see, from being bom because it 
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aborts it from conception through anticipation of 
foibles, and if we think we have such an ability to 
decipher what is bad then why not use the same 
ability to find something to have hope in? 

i don't want to be a representation, i don't even 
want to be a positive representation, i want to exist; 
i want my breasts to be breasts and not a represent 
tation of them; i don't want to be a fucking sign if ier; i 
want to be the signified, not to be the referent but 
that which the referent depends on for existence, 
i don't want to be a category, and i don’t want to be 
defined by what i am not. because still women are 
still just a thing to still be looked at. now we just 
look at how women have been or are be ing looked 
at. but every thing is still lecnng at me. i want to be 
looked, i want to be body, A^d re-re present rep- 
resentation because forever we have been looking 
at female's bodies but really we have been looking 
nothing, we can not even imagine what a female 
body would be, and when we try, we discuss her with 
language and modes of speaking which women have 
been gracious enough to co-optfrom the patriarchy 
and shape it to apply to women, and this is good, 
but. i think we need to find something that begins 
just with women, or at least attempt, however essen- 
tialist the practice is, even if a women’s way of writ- 
ing is tainted by how patriarchy has made us see 
ourselves, and t thrnk this starts with women writing 
form the body, even if it is a patriarchal constructed 
ncMway-to^et-out-of-it body, through years of 
feminism we have slowly been creating a tiny little 
bit of space, now it is time to work on figuring out 
what we can do inside of it. and for me, art is that 


space and my art always has, and will continue to, 
come from body. 


and now i am tired and there is no more coffee 
to be had. and | realize that | have not talked spe- 
cifically about Oxous Jones, and i want to, 
but not right now. i will send this off to you and per- 
haps before Wednesday i can send you something 
that addresses the theories more directly, i had to 
wnte this in order to think about (Jxous ^nd Jones, 
perhaps now i can attempt to talk about what i think 
they are talking about and my questions and the 
like. 

(")ff to work. 


A * fter being at [_ thigh for J years or so and receiving her 
M A in English tn hjay, fyunny f fftavaro plana to get 
the heck out of town 3nd move to fhiladelphia. [here she 
wiff continue to play bass with the feminist-noise-bouytjet, 
the tunics, as weft as continue reading every medieval text 
she can get her hands on, (f)n the new-front, she hopes to 
find a job as an editor and/or book peddler ff}hc expects 
all wtS expedite her writing of poetry. 
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A retired professor 
from the College of 
Education, /\licc 
Rinehart edited a 
book on the daring 

Madeleine £)otij ? 
titled Qne \f\laman 
determined to Make 

a Difference. The 

L'fe of Made lei ne 7 t 

Qotij, recently pub- 
lished by Associated 
(Jniversity P res&e s 
and the Lehigh (J m “ 
versity P ress. 3^ ar " 
mg with us a glimpse 
into the life of Doty, 
Rinehart actually bad 
the pleasure of know- 
ing this amazing 
woman as a student 
from S^ith Oo liege 
participating in the 
Junior Year in 
neva, ^Switz^dand 
program, I $^6-^9 
Rinehart testifies to 
the influence of 
doty's legacy when 
saying that here x- 
peHcnce in the pro- 
gram was ”an extraor- 
di nary i nfluence on my 
life , my career, my 
thinking, and stilt is.* 


Madeleine Z.- Doty 

Doty was a leading feminist from 1 £00-1 /\fter graduating 

from *5i™th (College in I fOO and moving into Greenwich V*H a gej she was 
among the first women to become a lawyer. became a suffragist, re- 

porter, and one who took some life-risking roles for causes in which she ar- 
dently believed. Among these were getting herself committed to the Al- 
burn (MY ) S tatc F nson on a false charge as if she were a veritable crimi- 
nal, in order to expose in New York newspapers the treatment and condi- 
tions there for women prisoners. [Xinrig World W a »" l she went as a re- 
porter for the /V K /os£and G entury A //agaz/be to the Mag uc F ca cc 
(Conference of the Women’s International League for F eace in I ? I 5 . 
|\[e*t she traveled into (jermany in J ^ 1 6 as reporter for Now Y or k news- 
papers, |n l £ I / she went as correspondent for CjooJ tiousekeeptng 
around the world to Russia, where she happened to arrive three days after 
the start of the (Communist Resolution, ^he investigated many sites of 
the controversy, even where there was some gun fire, and stayed until early 
\f\S when arbitration between that country and Germany had begun. 

After marrying Roger Baldwin, long-time director of the Ameri- 
can C ivil Liberties (Jnion, she worked in Lie neva as secretary and editor 
for the Women’s International League for F eace and R reedom from i JlJ- 
l?3l- Tben, believing that the Future of international cooperation dc- 
pc nds on the younger, cominggencrations, she started and directed in 
l 95$-^} 9 the first Junior Y car > n Geoeva for American college students, 
a program which, thanks to her post-war efforts, has continued since W^dd 
War j] sponsored by Smith G^Hcge. S™th annually sends some >0 stu- 
dents there for international studies. L_ v| dence show that this program has 
caused many of them to enter careers in international affairs and is thus her 
enduring legacy . 
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'flbis article appeared in the P>rown & W^tc in the p all of ZOOl. 


We Are Mere Y o 


Last year marked the JO* 1 ' anniversary of admitting 
women into the “boys club" that was Lehigh (J niver- 
s jfcy h years really isn*t a very long time - and it 

seems that many people still consider Lehigh (a nd 
yearn for it to be) that same male-dominated institu- 
tion it was before \ 97 1 • 

Perha ps some of you were fortunate enough (or 
should | say, LJNfortuante) to catch the autumn is- 
sue of the Alumni bulletin, 

Those of you who were here last spring can re- 
member (jloria % 5 tc * r,em gave a lecture to a standing- 
room-only P ackard Auditorium. The moment she 
reached the pulpit, the crowd broke out into what 
seemed like a five minute standing ovation. 

Renowned voice of the feminist movement, 
^teinem touched on issues such as equality in par- 
enting gender roles in society and resistance to hu- 
man rights. Her visit drew not only L e high students, 
but also many members of the surrounding community, 
Evidently, the Akimni bulletin ran an interview 
with the activist, rt T en Mbytes with Gloria Steincm,” 
in their summer 2002 issue. The responses were not 
pretty. 

The fall 2002 issue features five editorials from 
several male Lehigh graduates — all from classes be- 


fore I 9/ 1 . Their comments are not only insulting 
hut also immensely disappointing for any female stu- 
dent who believes everyone affiliated with Lehigh is 
welcoming to women and their concerns. 

David EL Seifert ’59 wntes, “P ages in the bul- 
letin are valuable and wastinga page with loaded 
questions that created topics for her [^teinern] to 
respond to with her ultra Jibe ral views are just reduc- 
ing your worthwhile magazine to political drivel.” 

John G a He Merger ’68 writes, 4 '\t is with dismay 
that 1 read your full-page, fawning article on Gloria 
,3teinem and learned that she bad been invited to 
proselytize L c h*gh students," 

Quentin M- White ' writes, "P or some time, 
fve believed that leaders of the feminist movement 
were also socialists and so Gloria ^^inem’s remarks 
were no surprise. The fact that they were made at 
Lehigh is paradoxical. If there ever was an institution 
formed and nurtured by capitalists, Lehigh is it." 

Obviously, the "boys club" lives on. 


> 9 


LISASCliULTLR 


Jen Levine, a graduate of I 995 , brought this 
issue to The £)rown and White's attention. Dur- 
ing her time at L c high, Levine was a journalism ma- 
jor/women’s studies minor. ,5he is currently the 
managing director of Just A^k a Woman, a mar- 
keting consultancy in New York, and sits on Le- 
high's F resident's Council on Women. 

“|t is no secret that | am a feminist but | have 
also been praised for being fair and reasonable,” 
Levine said. “The letters were unacceptable to 
me - particulady that there were no letters pub- 
lished in support.” 

Levine said that she would notify the /^lumni 
Association of her disappointment, ,5he also felt 
it was important to inform the students. 

-f emale students should be terrified that 
alumni like these are the ones who are writing the 
checks and deciding how they are spent on cam- 
pus,” she said. 

Women may have the right to vote, the free- 
dom to work and the right to control their fertility, 
however there is still quite ajoumey ahead - and 
these editorials prove just that. Many activists, as 
well as potential activists, are takinga break nowa- 
days. “What more could we want?" they ask. |n 
addition to wives and mothers, women can be 
CE.O, accountants, lawyers, doctors, writers, 
artists, engineers, professors - the wodd is ours 


for the taking, so it seems Yes, the oppor- 
tunities are there — but are they just doors 
painted on walls? 

We tend to think that the oldergenera- 
tions are the ones harbonng these beliefs of 
gender inequality. The hope is that after 
those generations have passed on, our new, 
tolerant generation will take over and make so- 
ciety a better place. However, |’ve personally 
encountered males — in my age group — who still 
believe women’s issues have no place on a co- 
ed campus. 

F or example, “Love Your £>ody D a y>” 
which was celebrated over a course of a week 

by FORWARD’* table in the upper (JO 

Students could answer the question: “|f my 
body could talk, what would it say?” on an index 
card, which was then displayed on a poster. 

A guy came up to our table with a con- 
fused look on his face. J told him Wednesday 
was “Love Your £>ody Day,” and he then 
asked me if it was a “woman thing.” | answered 
truthfully — guys can have body issues as well 
as women. Fie then took one of our markers 
and drew an arrow on our women’s symbol (to 
indicate a male symbol) and proceeded to tell 
me, “Yeah, don’t discriminate! 

Obviously, this ignorant soul has slept 
through a few history classes. After the steam 
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cleared out of my cars, | found his remark ex- 
tremely hilarious. 

£>ut really, it's not funny to encounter peo- 
ple like this - it's scary. What's even scaner is 
the fact that these people are usually the ones in 
power. 

Ladies, let your voices be heard! ake the 
time to vote - politicians most definitely have a 
large hand in y our rights as a female. 

Lastly, don't ever be afraid to talk about 
concerns and issues that are important to you. 


j_isa ^ychu/ter is 8 junior journalism major, rmnonng 
in Women's Studies and economics. ^hc ! s presi- 
dent of r C)K W/\ RD and considers herself a pro- 
feminine, pro-choice feminist 
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EjUDORA WEAVER 

f"hc fuming 

Fat tickled the stomach of the baby that 
rolled around on the floor. |t looked so happy and 
Fat was so happy for that fact. Marveled at the 
miracle of life arid looking at the baby, F at won- 
dered about being a good parent. T"his baby had 
so many possibilities, so many experiences to ex- 
perience, W OIJ ld they all be good, happy? The 
happy parent wanted them to be, but how can 
anyone guarantee happiness, even if you have a 
loving family and are given everything you 
want. What if the baby wanted more? What if 
when the baby became an adult it wished its child- 
hood had been different, wished that Fat had 
been a different parent, provided different things. 

“W*l! ” F a * looked at the baby. v \ guess [ can't 
worry about it too much \ f \\ just give you all the 
love | have and we'll see how you turn out” 

The baby looked up at its parent and smiled 
and Fat had a se nse that it would tu m out fine. 

Just then Robin walked into the room. “J see 
you ate ho g ging our baby again.” Tbc smile on 
Robin's face let F at know that it was Only a good 
humored joke. Robin didn't mind the over atten- 
tion F at paid to the baby, in fact, F at secretly 
knew that Robin liked it. Robin had bad similar 
parents, 

always doting and loving always there for their 
children, teaching right from wrong showing 
the. way and then letting go when their kids 
were ready to fly. Robin felt secure that F at 
would be that type of parent. M a ybe that was 


why they chose each other to raise a 
child. They'd be those great parents that 
Robin had had and F^t had always wanted. 

“5° how is Dana today?" Robin squatted 
down and nibbed the baby's belly. ]t giggled 
and gurgled at Robin. 

“Quite fine, if | do say so myse If.* The 
last few words of F af s started to sound a little 
like baby talk. F nose snuzzled into the 
baby's side which made it giggle again. Robin 
smiled at the scene the pair created. 

“Oaod." Satisfied with them, Robin took 
leave, “Jess should be here in a few min- 
utes. |’m car-pooling in today." 

“]s there something wrong with the cai^” 

“No, just thought it would be easier for you 
to go to the doctor. | didn't want to leave you 
stranded," 

“Oh, where is my head." F^t laughed, always 
forgetting things. “]f it wasn't for you, |'d forget 
my head. You’re so thoughtful.” 

Robin laughed in response. ,3^] 'String 
down again and tickling the baby, Robin again 
looked pleased. “S^cone has to see the doc- 
tor, don't they?” ]\]ow it was Robin's turn for 
that gentle turn of the voice and sweet smile 
that F^t had thejoy of giving the baby all mom- 
ing, 

VVe we going ^' n d out today?” 
ous look came across Robin's face. 

“I’m not sure ” F^t lifted the baby up from 
the ground. (t D an ^ hasn't been showing any 
signs for either side.” F at paused, think- 
ing. Fulling out a calendar, the couple looked at 
it with earnest faces, counting the days since 
Dana's birth. 
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*| guess Dana still has a few weeks. It's just 
so- . - Well 1 want to know. Don't ijou P at?" 

“Yes” fat admitted. “The longer it takes, 
the more influence we have and the less natural 
decision on D ana * & part." 

"Very true, and because of the job, you have 
been spending more time with the baby.” 

“| know, but ifs the way it is. 0nc of us has 
to work and you’ve always been stronger and 
smarter. . 

“Now stop it.. You could do just as good a 
job working as you could taking care of our 
baby. You just have a natural tendency toward 
nurtunng and \ had the higher paying job. ] 
would have been happy staying home, you know 
tha t " Rob i n tou c be d fa F s a rm . 1 1 wa s ge nde 

and warm. They bad decided to show only love 
in front of the baby, but this wasn't an act Pat 
knew Robin meant it, both the love and what was 
said. 

u \ know. | |ust want D aria to make the deci- 
sion without my influence ” 

"Don't worry about it, we still have a few 
weeks, and perhaps the doctor will be able to tell 
toda y.” 

A hom honked outside. ”0h Robin, that's 
Jess, you better get going.” Robin nodded 
knowing that despite a need to comfort Pat* 
Jess was waiting and got bitchy when left too 
long in the car. Jess was so impatient A good 
driver, but he definitely needed to relax. 

Rob in bent down and kissed Dana. 
“Whatever it may be, so be it, cute” 


The baby giggled again. Robin then came up 
and kissed P at. 

“I’ll be home for dinner," 

“OIC | l! call you at work if anything comes 
up.” 

Robin laughed. “Quite literally | suppose,” 
and winked at Pat. 

"Oh you! Go before Jess gets too antsy,” 
Robin smiled and left P at standing over the 
baby. There was a flash of worry on P aFs face, 
but Robin dismissed it and went to work. 

‘jjello Rob. Mow are we this fine morning?” 
Robin got in the car and budded up. 

"JSjot bad Jess, you?” 

“J\|ot too shabby. 5°^ how ts the little 
misses?” 

“|\|ot too bad either, yours?” Robin hated 
that Jess called Pat 'the Irttle missus? What was 
that all about? Me had such antiquated ideas. 

'O h s he's ju st fi ne. F he p regna ncy is going 
very well, f^ig as a bouse, should be a big baby. | 
don't know how women do that,” 

“What?” Robin shot Jess a confused look. 

“M avC babies an' all.” 

“What are you talking about?" 

“You know, the actual birthing process ” 

Robin’s head shook. “|\|o wonder you turned 
male,” 

“Whafs that suppose to mean?" 

4 Jess t you sound like you're living in the 
stone age or like we haven't invented the wheel 
yet. What’s wrong with you this morning?" 

“You're so touchy Rob, Ghill.” Robm gave 
Jess a look of disgust- 
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c i don't know Rot. | guess ] was just thinking 
about it an’ all. With^^l pregnant, it just got me 
think in"; What if all that biological talk is 
true. What if there really is a different between 
the sexes and what we've known to be true for 
yeans is false?” 

“Ok now you are just talking nonsense. You 
shouldn't listen to those radicals. They don't 
know what they're talking about. When 
start talking all that biological crap they forget 
what they're talking about Wben they start talk- 
ing all that biological crap they forget about the 
human factor. They want to make us into some 
type of science experiment. Those people fo- 
cus too much on sex. R orcing male against fe- 
male, just to see what would happen," Robin's 
head shook back and forth, disgusted with the 
idea, *Jt*s just so, well to be blunt, stupid,” 

•But why so? ] mean with some of the studies 
‘those people' as you put it, have been doing, 
women seem to be legitimately stronger than men. 
They have more muscle mass or something.” 

"But what does that really teach you, 

Jess? ^K> your wife could lift your baby more 
times tha n y ou ? Rhy s ica ! a b i I itie s don ? t tell you 
anythingabout the person, the individual. Thnfs 
what really matters. Elach individual is differ- 
ent. R ach individual has ifs own sense of be- 
ing, What sex you are doesn't matter. /\nd be- 
sides, how strong someone is comes down to the 
individual too. |f you train to be stronger than 
someone else, you wi ii be, 
regardless of sex,” 


<£ | guess that's true, but, well, if sex didn't mat- 
ter why then, oh wise one with all the answers,” 
Jess could be such a wise-ass Robin thought, 
"do we care so much about 7 he T uming?" 

“1 don't know. |fs just something we do ] 
guess. Tradition, R ven The T umtng doesn't 
matter though. ) mean ifs not like just because 
you turn female you have to have babies and 
then raise them.” 

"Well, some females have to have babies. |f 
they didn't we'd die out.” Jess paused as a park- 
ing spot appeared in the company’s rather small 
lot, 5k>wly easing the car in, Jess said, "R> ut 
you’re right, they don't have to raise them " 

“) couldn't imagine staying home with the 
baby, fat is so much better at it than Jam.” 

<( j don't know what |’m going to do, neither 
Sd or | have ever been good nurtured; we're so 
absorbed with work, 1 don't even know how we 
actually got pregnant.” 

"Well. . Robin gave Jess 3 sly smile when 
they got out of the car. "j'm sure ] know bow* 
“Maha, very funny Rob, ,5onietimes t your 
mind is so in the gutter. ] mean, we're talking 
about my wife.” 

£l Wh a t,|'m ta ! ki ng a bou t you r w ife too?” Rhe 
sly smile was not leaving Robin's face. 

OIC now | know you arc thinking about her 
naked.” 

very nice thought,” 

can't imagine what you think about me,” 
W e H> you're very nice to imagine naked, but J 
work with you Jess , it would make things too 
awkward," Robin laughed at the thought. 
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“Presides* I'm happily married." 

“Well, then stop thinking about my wife.” 

They were walking into the elevator at that mo- 
ment and just to get his goat, Robin gave a long 
and exaggerated look at Jess’s backside. "QIC 
stop thinking about me too!” 

They were cracking up at this point, Jess had 
always noted how carefree Rob was about sexu- 
ality. H« had been attracted to Rob long ago, 
but Rob had always seemed happily married to 
Rat and Pat was so nice, and they were 
definitely meant to have children together. He 
could never have taken Rob. 

P>esidos* he was happily married himself, 5^1 was 
great* P)ut as he turned to look at Rob, there 
was a glow from that smiling face, making Rob 
more lovely than Jess cared to admit. 

"You look good toAa^ D'd I tell you that yet?" 
“No, you haven’t Thank you.” 

“| think you're glowing." 
a M a ybe | am,” a deeper smile crossed 
Robin’s face* "There is a good chance that 
D^na w ^l T urn today," 

"H a J one conversation blends into the 
other, M^kes sense though* for D a ^ I ™ean, 
it’s about that time.” 

“Well , we have a few weeks yet. P>ufc we’re 
hopeful." 

“Do you want it to be something?" 

“Well* 1 sort of have my hopes, but ] know 
P at is completely unsure," 

Tm sure whatever it decides, it will be a fine 

child*" 


“A* will you ns." They smiled at that point* 
sweetly actually. Starting new parts in their 
fives yet living the same old routine, they settled 
down into their cubicles. However, Robin 
couldn’t settle into work, T oo nervous about 
Dana and wanting to call home at every minute, 
Robin knew it was not going to be a productive 
work day* 


“Well, P ah D aaa seems to be doing fine*" 
Pat’s anxious face gpve away the desire to 
know if Data's T uming would be soon, 

“I’m afraid not P at.” 

“Afraid not what?” P at tned to act inno- 
cent. 

“D ana probably won’t Turn for two more 
weeks." 

"Ok Robin will be so disappointed.” 

“W C U* you just tell your spouse it will be 
fine* and tell yourself that too every now and 
then, just as a reminder*” 

P at smiled, “Thank yon doctor, . It’s just 
that ] don’t want to influence D 3 ^ one way or 
the other*" 

“Now Pat, don’t worry, all parents have this 
fear, Y° u>re parents did* my parents did. ]fs 
nothing new, fout don’t worry. When D^^a is 
ready to T um, D ana will T urn.” 

Pat brought the news home and the anx- 
ious couple settled down as it would 
be a few weeks till D ana T umed. Y c h 
those few weeks passed into a few months 
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they started to get worried. 

“Now Fat, the doctor said it was fine, [t just 
takes some babies longer," 

u j know Robin, but, J don't know* what if, or 
maybe or, . 

'fat, calm, now.” Robin sounded too authori- 
tative for r afc's liking and a look of dislike was 
swiftly given. 

"pjoney, | just want you to relax about this, 
everything will b. . 

A ciy heard from the nursery. Not a 
usual ' j'm hungry cry, or | wet my diaper cry, or [ 
just got up be with me cry. 1 thing else, 

somethingnot right, "The couple ran into the 
bedroom, fat grabbed the baby up, it was hot 
and crying, 

“|il call the doctor.” Robin ran for the 
phone. T qying to comfort the child, P at could 
only hear a muffled conversation. 

Robin came to on the cell. ^Ok doctor.” 
5wift hands took the baby from Pat and re- 
moved its clothes, Pat gasped. Robin wrapped 
the crying baby back up and handed it to Pat's 
reaching arms. 

“Yes doctor, it's all red. bio, no blood. Ok, 
we will," Robin hung up. 

“|t has something to do with the ~Y uming 
doesn't it?" P at looked worriedly at Robin and 
received a nod* 

“Wc have to take P)ana in to see the doctor 

now.” 

Ybcy hustled on coats and grabbed car 


keys and quickly made their way to the doctor's 
office, then waited anxiously in the waiting room 
while the tr doctor examine d their baby. 

~phe nurse called them into the office. ^\ll 
seemed at peace, Dana was sleeping quietly in a 
cnb next to the doctor's desk as the doctor made 
notes on a notebook, Xhe anxious parents 
stood in the doorway, waiting. 

“Clornc, sit down. Well, [ have interesting 
news to tell you.” 

“Interesting news?" 

“You see Mr. and Mrs. d 3rtcr ) in rare cases, 
a baby will, well* not T~ urn." 

dhe two looked surprised. “What do you 
mean, not X urn?” 

“D arta won't pick a sex, D ari3 will be neither 
boy nor girl ” 

“Ever?" 

“Most likely not ever, |n these cases, most 
children decide more thoroughly which sex to 
be. A® 3 baby, they only get a subconscious 
idea of male or female. It's more where their bod- 
ies lead them than an actual decision. Xhis is 
why ] claim my news as interestingand not bad, 
Mr. and M r s. E 3r ter. Your child is going to get 
something most people don't get. A chance to 
truly be whatever he or she wants to be, and that 
includes sex." 

The parents were dumbfounded. “Mow of- 
ten does this happen doctor?” 

“It's rare, but not that rare.” 

“But how do we personally not influence 
D ana ? flow can we be assured that D arta 's 
choice wi IE be his or her own and not a reflection 
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of US?” 

"Well) no one treats a cbi Id any differently if 
it was a girl or if it was a boy, so just raise C)ana 
as you were planning to, When Dana wants to, 
Dana will T um.” 

u |s that for certain?” 

eventually D ana W 'H T um - T he latest 
T ummg was at age \ but there are theories 
people could hold off T uming until their T wen- 
ties, At a certain point though, a natural instinct 
to procreate takes over and a person 
T urrn. personally, | always lilted the idea of 
T uming late, | thought it would have been a fun 
thing to do, \ J m sure I would have T umed the 
way | did, but 1 think seeing a society in which 
Turning was done later in life would be interest- 
ing, the implications of it alone are mind bog- 
ghng.” 

The doctors tangent was lost on Fat and 
Robin. They were focused on their child, slecp- 
ing right now, so peacefully. 

“What about the redness doctor?” The doc- 
tors eyes had glazed over, thinking about the 
turning experience that had always been fasci- 
nating to someone who loved the human body. 

“Oh yes. It's a common symptom. |1l write 
you a prescription for an ointment. The redness 
will go away in a week. A^d the reason 1 asked 
about the blood was so that you understand 
what wilt happen to D aria ' n the future * When 
Dana finally does T urn* the process might he a 
little painful because it will be more con- 


scious. D ana may expene nee some bleeding 
but don’t be alarmed, it's natural. |t just means 
The r uming will be happening soon.” 

The couple nodded, slightly bewildered at 
the strangeness of their child. They received a 
few more instructions f rom the doctorand then 
were sent on their way, to raise a child with no 
sex and, as the doctor claimed, all the possibili- 
ties in the wodd. 


Robin and F air's fears, worries, and trou- 
bles didn’t subside. They started to question 
how to raise this child the second they got 
home. 

“Should we try to shield our baby from alt 
sex? Ra is c D a 03 * n a n e n v i non m e nt e stra nge d 
from human contact and devoid of the body?” 

“,3urc, maybe within our home, although 
that would be a hardship. ] want our home 
filled with love, F at and physical expressions of 
love are just as important as reassuring words.” 

"1 feel the same way Robin, but regardless 
of what we are or arc not willing to sacrifice, 
school is going to be a huge problem. D ow 
Dana going to interact? A 3 a child it wouldn’t 
matter. | would hope that D 3na will at least 
show tendencies of toughness or gentleness. ] 
hope the child will at least be able to find some 
type of niche with either the boys and girls 
who like to play sports or the boys and gids 
who like to play with dolls. know what ] 

mean, don't you Robin?* 
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"| do. It's easier if children can decide where they 
feel more comfortable. £>nt it would be all right if 
£)ana wanted to do both. - 

"Yes, it would, with us, £>ut we're open, Jana's 
schoolmates may not be, But," fat's mind was racing 
a mile a minute, "w bat will happen if Dana doesn't 
Y um by the teenage years?" 

“| don't know f* at ” A trouble look crossed 
Robin’s face, and then suddenly a smile. "Remember 
that girl | dated, Tat, the football player, when | was 

1 6T 

"Oh yes, | remember her, and | also remember 
that you dumped her to date her teammate. What 
was his name?” 

“(Jmmm. . . (jene?” 

"\~\ mmm, | think so. B ut see this is whnt | h m talk- 
ing about If D a na doesn't T um by then these 
thing might not happen. Just think of how much 
stronger individuals we are because of our past rela- 
tionships. AH the men and women in our lives that, | 
always liked to think, prepared us for each other. |t 
all starts when you're a teen. But Dana has no sex! 
Now is that supposed to open up possibilities; that 
doctor is full of it” 

“Pal, that ‘full of it doctor has been our family 
physician for years and knows what is right. 

“I guess, but what do we do? P eoplc are going 
to ask, every day, first out of curiosity, and then out 
of perversion, 'A baby with no sex? What a shock! 
Let me see’ 7 D ana will he teased and avoided for 
being different" 

“Xhe child is mentally and physically fine. No 


one is going to tease or avoid. Just calm down 
honey, every thing will be otc” Robin wrapped a 
pair of warm arms about Pat, trying to comfort, 
but, at the same time, feeling a need 
for reassurance too. 


Robin was wrong though. D ana often 
teased and avoided by other children. Tb= 
problem was that as a child with no sexual orien- 
tation, D ana couldn't find that niche that Pat 
had hoped for, D ana was both gentle and 
tough. Sports were entertaining and fun, but 
dolls were too. ]t depended on mood and set- 
ting. £iut regardless of being considered a freak 
by most of the children at school, D ana still man- 
aged to gain a small group of friends. 5° me °f 
the children looked past the lack of sexuality and 
noticed how much fun D ana was. P riendly, out- 
going smart, funny, nice, and capable, D ana 
possessed all the powers of a good friend. A n d 
the small group that D ar, a had managed to ac- 
quire, realized very quickly how lucky they were 
to know Da™- 

Yet, despite a place to fit in at school, D ana 
still felt the problems of living an existence of 
inbetweeness, living as neither male nor female, 
and not truly knowing if it realty did matter or not. 
D^na never really noticed these problems as a 
child. T~here was always a sense that there was a 
problem, butD ana never understood it. ~\~hc 
child had the few friends who liked to p>lay sports 
and dolls and that was all that mattered. B lJ t 
as teens, D ana could see differences between 
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friends. O aro ^ needed to wear extra support 
now underneath her shirt, £>illi tripped over his 
two la ne'e feet. A"d although Dana grew, noth- 
ing but a larger body evolved from the child body. 

“D ana catch!" D arr yl threw the ball in 
Pane's direction. 

«(Jhf " D ana caught the ball and threw it to 
£)illi , who was waiting anxiously for it. D ar >3’s 
group had kept up with playingsports, the dolls 
had fallen to the wayside in favor of sewing and 
cooking classes. 

O*rol and &tlli became absorbed in throwing 
the ball back and forth with each other. Darryl 
waved a hand at them, but it was ignored. 

Darryl walked over to D ana instead. 

“3o what are you doing tonight? O r tomor- 
row for that matter. big day. You lucky dog, you 
get off for your birthday this yea r." 

^ey, not my fault it was on a ^Saturday" 

Darryl nodded and walked over to a towe! 
that was tying on a bag at the side of the field the 
four were playing in, Darryl bent down to pick it 
up. 

“C omin 5 *be game?" 

"Not sure what my parents want to do. 1 
mtght not be able to. ]’d like to though,” [ }ana 
looked away from Darryl 3S these words came 
out, feeling slightly embarrassed. 

“Ob* W^l I understandD 3 ™ 3 1 mean it's 
only my biggest game ” D arT yl was teasing, D ana 
knew from tbe coy smile. Dana gave 3 little s*gh 
at see ing that smile and suddenly realized it was 
audible and gave a little nervous giggle. 


Da*ry I smiled deeper now and pulled a small 
wrapped package out of the bag. "| got this for 
you" 

“but, you all already got me something.” 

“VVcII, that was from the group of us. | wanted 
to get you something else." D arr yl 5 slender hand 
held the box out for Dana's large one to accept 
Caking it hesitantly, D ana opened it and 
gasped. £< |t T s the watch | wanted!" 

“| know," 

“but this was so, . , expensive,” 

"W^llj 1 wanted to treat you " 

why Darryl, you really didn’t have to. | 
mean it’s not like I’m your* . . “ D ar| a paused, real- 
ized the ridiculousness of that thought, and 
couldn’t even finish the sentence. b^t what was 
Dana suppose to make of all those thoughts 
about Darryl? S' m pl e things, D arr yl's flowing 
hair, soft eyes, athletic body, D an a realized that 
thoughts of Darryl were there all the time. 7 heir 
names sounded so cute together, 

maybe you should be." D ana ^ e ^ C!5 
widened, but Danryl didn’t see because the shuf- 
fling feet holding the teen up were easier to look 
at than Dana’s striking face. 

5u dde n I y , D a na got ve ry a ngry . “Wha t 
would | be Danryl? Yourgirlfriend, your boy- 
friend? Qr would we make up some stupid word 
to fit ‘the freak'!” 

Dana shoved the present at D a r*yl who 
grasped it against a nsing chest. A look of shock 
had spread across Dan^l’ 5 face as tears started 
to role down Dana’s. 

“I have to go " Dana turned, grabbed the book 
bag that was sitting next to D anr yl ,;S bag and ran 
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home, 

“Happy £>irthday Honey!” F at arid Robin came 
into the living room carrying an arm load of gifts and 
a cake, smiling at Dana who bad a back turned to 
them. 

“Ob, thank you!!* 5 Dana jumped up and ran to 
them, ~]~ears had come on and off to Dana all last 
night and today. At the moment D 3n a had just 
stopped crying, and not wanting F at or Robin bo 
know about it, D 3na threw both arms 
around them and smiled. 

^5°. hew does it feci to be sixteen?* 

“Same as fifteen * 

They all laughed, F at and Robin sang, and 
then D^na opened the presents. 

“What are we doing tonight D^d? Mom?* 
Dana looked at them both, wondering if they al- 
ready had ideas. 

“Whatever you want to dear, it's your birthday * 

■Do you want to go to the game tonight 
Dana?" 

“fm not sure D a d ” 

•Well, if you do, we could go to dinner and then 
drop you off afterwards, |f not, fm sure these old 
parents of yours could find something to 
entertain you with" They all laughed. 

Dana sighed very yuietly, just enough to get 
the air out, but not enough for F ot or Robin to 
hear. Then a smile crossed Dana's face, “That 
sounds fine. Lo^s gP 3 movie o r something " 


“I am still full from dinner" 

"1 know, so am ], | thought during the movie, | 
would digest. |t was just too good, I could n't stop 
eating," The three of them laughed, 

“Oh we have a message!” D ana r3n Over to 
the answering machine as F and Robin took 
their coats off. 

An electron voice came on. “You have one 
new message. Message one," 

“Hi Dana* it's D^rryL Sorry you weren't 
there tonight, ] missed you. 1 was wondering if it 
would be all right for me to come over and talk, |f 
it's not too late or any thing. O r > ■* Can wait till 
Monday or whatever, I’djust like to talk. *S° §vc 
me a call. Qr stop over. O r I oan come over 
there. O r whatever. 0k, well, then ]1l be go- 
ing. Hopefully |*H talk to you soon. H av e a good 
night and a happy birthday," 

Dana just stood and looked at the answering 
machine, "| guess | should call Darryl " 

“|s everything all right with you two?” 

“| guess Darryl just. . . can | borrow tbe 
car? Maybe J'JI take Darryl to get tee cream or 
something. Would that be O-R." 

“W^Ii” F 3t looked at the clock on the wall 
then at Robin who nodded. 

“Well, it's all right with Robin, so it's all right 
with me. Just be home by midnight." 

“Thanks." D a na grabbed the keys and ran 
out the door, F nodded to Robin, knowingly. 


“Hey* you want to get some ice cream?" 
D an a stood outside D arr yj‘s front door. 
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"Yeah, that sounds good." Tbc two walked 
to the car in silence and got in. A* they buckled 
their seat belts, Darrel turned art inquisitive look 
to Dana. 

"Here." parry I set the present on the scat 
between the two of them. u \ don't care bow you 
fee! about me, | want you to have it*" 

0.|C- D^na glanced at it but kept looking 
at the road. Xbey were silent until the ice cream 
shop. 

“^o you like me?” Dana licked the ice cream 
that was dnpptng down the side of the cone, |t 
was the first thing said between the two of them 
other than 'Jf s your birthday, let me pay/ 

parry I was surprised at Dana’s straight- 
forwardness. *Yes" Parry I was going to be just 
as straight forward. 

"| like you too, | just don't think we can work. 

| don't think | can work with anyone” but parry! 
smiled and made Dana feel like there was 
hope, 

"Well, we're sixteen, [fs not like we’re going 
to jump in the sack.” 

“You haven’t yet?” 

u ] don’t feel |'m ready for it | want to wait until 
| find someone really special- h4^ybc even the 
person [ want to spend the rest of my life with. 
Why rush things!" 

°j s ve never even thought about it |t was never 
an option for me.” 

“Y ou think it is now?" 

“|S|o- 1 guess ifs just nice to know you don't 


“Well* I don't care. ) like you for who you are. 
Resides, you'll T urrv eventually, won’t you? 

“Yes, but new research says that it can be as 
late as 50 now.” 

H VVow. Well, it really doesn't matter, for us, | 
mean. We have fun together, we like banging out 
together, we enjoy each other’s company, and, 
you do have lips," Dana’s eye widened again at 
Darryl's last comment. Kjssing someone roman- 
tically was another thought pa na had never bad 
before. 

Darryl leaned over and kissed Dana, |t was 
pleasant, but odd. £>ut the oddness didn't come 
from the first kiss, it was from something else. 
Something lower, something slowly pain- 
ful. Dana looked down. 

“Whafs wrong Dana?” 

"[don’t fee! right." 

w |s it the ice cream?" 

don't think so, ifs, , , can we go?" 

*5 ure * 

"Phis time they didn't drive in silence, but 
talked the whole way back to Darryl’s 
house. They talked about everything they could 
think of in the ten minute drive. /\ll the time, 
Dana was fighting the slow pain that was 
occurring all over. 

They pulled up to Darryl’s house. "Are you 
going to be O 1C Da na?" 

“Yeah. O vc me a call tomorrow?” 

"Yeah. Of course ] will.” Darryl paused 
before getting out. M ^3o, was this our first date?' 

Dana smiled. “) guess it might have been. 
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^3ort of short." 

"Well t we’tl have to amend that next week- 
end.” Parry I smiled. 

“Are you O lC with dating someone like 
me?” 

“Totally. | like y ou for who you are Pana. 
You're perfect.” 

pana smiled. “I’m glad you think so/ 1 Pana’s 
voice wavered. 

“Are you sure you arc going to be O K. 
driving homo ( we could call your parents?” 

Pana said, "No, I'll be fine. ] am glad you 
like me for who | am. |t makes me feel better and 
more reassured about this ” 

“About us being in a relationship?” 

“No, not that.” 

“Then what do you mean?” 

“W«ll if you like me for who ] am, it won’t mat- 
ter/’ 

“What won’t matter, what are you talking 
about?” parry! took Pana’s hand through the 
open window and parua smiled even more. 

“| think I’m T uming*” 
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